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was still in the South of France, but Mr. Star*: would
see her. Mr. Stark knew little about the matter, but
thought Lord Charles' advice probably sound ; he proposed
to write accepting the fifteen hundred pounds if a formal
apology were tendered; they could fall back on the
formula if necessary, but it was always wise to get as
much as you could. With some misgiving Marjorie Ferrar
agreed.
Returning from the matine'e on January Jt\ tired ai^
elated by applause, by Bertie Curfew's words : " You did
quite well, darling," and almost the old look on his face,
she got into a hot bath, and was just out when her maid
announced Mr, Wilmot.
" Keep him, Fanny ;   say I'll be with Sii*
minutes."
Feverish and soft, as if approaching a crisis, sne eprefcsed
hastily, put essence of orange-blossom on her neck and
hands, and went to the studio. She entered without
noise. The young man, back to the door, in the centre
of the room, evidently did not hear her. Approaching
within a few feet, she waited for the effect on him of
orange-blossom. He was standing like some Eastern
donkey, that with drooped ears patiently awaits the fresh
burdening of a sore back. And suddenly he spoke : " I'm
all in."
" Francis ! "
The young man turned.
"Oh! Marjorie!3' he said, "I never heard." And
taking her hands, he buried his face in them.
She was hampered at that moment. To convert his
mouth from despairing kissing of her hands to triumphal
flame upon her lips would have been so easy if he had
been modern, if his old-fashioned love had not compli-
mented her so subtly; if, too, she were not feeling for him